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Copyrignt, 1801, by W.

Anothe

’ where was my handkerchief while your
| Ship was in the thick of battle?”

¥ was something belonging to the
r of my admiral,” he answered

cleared for action you

ve your valuables lying about, you
grimed .

okt d my handKkerchief was in wour
£ while you served your guh?”’
ed, eagerly.

er had
The bri

! “When you fired that wonderful, de-
cisive shot that won your vote from
congress ?”

“Certainly.”

“Oh, 1 thank you, Mr. Thorpe.

I cu-
admiral’s
though:
steel fing

Oh,

:Hn:;

pointing directly at her {rom the fur- | weman so ennobled!'”

ward ret, and on their r 1 Then, impulsively, she touched the
ner Thorpe, hero of the e | bit of lace to. Her lips and held it out
struggle out art sea which 1 to him.

victory. The admiral’'s davgnier was “Will vou receive it back from me,
gowned in 1 , and her coil of dark | to carry in future baittles, as a token?

I did not drop it in your turret: I left
| it there purposely. I”

hair
rose.

was W

a single

Her

[ the low sea
admiral'z lawn It
and up the

growing

“vas slope | ing almost sternly:

“Zaraw v 7w B
THIS HANOKERCHIEF ™

“You forget. I hold no commission.
The admira: is kind to me.' From other
officers I receive oaly orderd”——

He was amazed to see that she was
smiling at hhn. . :

“Very well, sir,” she $aid, still smil-
ing and flusking slightly, “as I am an
officer’s daughter 1 will give you an
order. Gunner Thorpe, I order you to
take back this handkerchief. I order
You to enter all future batties imbued
with the spirit of Sir Galahad and his
companions of the Round Table. My
handkerchief shell be your token—
tokezlx from th¢ dsughter of your ad-
miral.”

Standing stiffly at attention, yet with
W. “der on his countenance, the gunner
took the bit of lace and returned it

]

1 the mansion the soft lights cf|

f)(;z:;ise lanterns gleuln'ed among t_hg

clumps of shrubbery. Musiclans were

+uning their instruments. The admi-

ral’s lawn fete to the officers and .men
of his fleet was in progress.

The admiral’s daughter turned to re-
join her guests, and saw beside her, n
his white gunner's uniiirm, the man
of whom she w_s thinking.

*Oh, Mr. Thorpe,” she said, with both
hands extended, "ymlx ‘t\'g_re in my
» hts this very instan
u'?'ggat is 2 wwry grveat honor for a
guaner—io be iu the thoughts of the
admiral's daughter.” Hi¢¥ volce and
frank and easy bearing were those of
men who tread the quarter deck. -

“Not in the present instance, - . - i
. it is not every dav that even mechm!cll ¥ to his et. Then tiie
3"1:0;(];;“81 wing the rewsard of a votel&ﬂmlr&il daughter placed her hand on

his arm and said:

“Do you suppose I have not known
ef your ambition, of your efforts to
bridge the chasm that lies between you
and the positicn which your inteljj-
gence and your breeding entitle you?
You wish to be sppointed an ensign.
You secured an examination and you

P

He stopped her wi*h a gesture of ap-
peal. “There is a prejudice among the
officers against all such appoiniments
the ranks. You may pass the ex-

of thanks from congress."”

“I a o~ grateful to congress and es-
pecially grateful to the admiral who
lost no time in reporting that i had
done my duty. But you will taink it
strange that I seek you here—in fact,
that 1 seek you at all. Since we &r-
rived in the harbior you have paid me
the hoper of two visits to my turret,
apd o% Loth oceasicns I foryot to re-
tura  to you the  handkerchief you
ped. there a mo:!tg: ago, }ﬂ:;n you

he rounds w your father on
the o:n: «f the fleet’s departure.” amination, but in order to get the ap-
He took the bit of lace Jrom an inner | pointment you must have influence the

I % m)st po '
ghuer her

mmwﬁu i or per-
. of the miral's d: 4

“I kept it in my pocket. When |
i can't |

never belore was trifie belonging to a |

She saw the gunner's face grow pale |
as he drew away from her, interrupt- i

it fervently.

bade him rise.
’ “Come,” she said, ‘“‘the admiral and
| his guests await us.”

As they walked slowly toward the
glow of the lanterns and the sound of
],Ihe music, she stopped and said, with
{a lcok in her eyes that cleared up all
| the future for him:

| “You are a good fighter—congress has
declared it; but you're not brave—oh,
| no, you're not br*——

Ensign Thorpe proved his bravery by
taking the admiral’'s daughter in his
jarms and stopping her lips with the
| pressure of his own.

(Copyright, 1901, by W. R. Hearst.)

She laughed softly and

(Philadelphia North Americdn’s Cable.)

London.—There is a hitch in the ar-
ements for the marriage of Miss
ine Astor to the Duke of Roxburgn,
owing to the closeness in money mat-
| ters which Londoners have long asso-
! ciated with Mr. William Waldorf Astor.

The reason is that the duke objects

! to the stringency of the martiage set-
| tlements, as arranged by Mr. Astor.

He considers this stringency offensive
| to his personal dignity and social posi-
tion.

By the terms of this settlement there
! would be the same supervision over
Miss Astor’s wealth as that now exer-
cised in the case of Consuelo, Duchess
of Mariborough, and which is weil
{ known to be a thorn in the side of the
latter’s husband.

The Duke of Roxburgh belongs to the
old Kentish family of the Kers, and his
pride of birth is at least equal to Mr.
Astor’s pride of dellars. The Kers re-
ceived the barony of Auld Roxburgh in
1452,

Embroidered Linen For Gowns.
(New York Sun.)

Embroidered linen forms the Very
gmariest morning gown worn at the fash-
fonable summer resort, and it may be
pink, pale blue or green, vet white is
the most peralar. Embroidery around
the hem extending up nearly to the waist
in vertical lines is one form of skirt trim-
ming, especlally good style in white on
White linen. The bodice is a blouse with
an embroidery vest, or a bolero wern
with a thin batiste waist,

One of the yellow brown shades of
linen is very much liked because it is so
becoming, and it is embralsred either m
white or brown of a darser tint. Gray
linens trimmed with white bands and
white stitching are very good style, ¥t
lace is not too elegant to trim these
morning gowns. Bruges and Irish lace
are both being very effectively used.

Bugler Dunn, Hero of Tugela, Injured
(Philadelphia North American.)

Cape Town.—While practicing at the
Greenpoint_camp for the reception to the
Duke and Duchess of Cornwuﬁ and York,
Bugler Duun met. with an accident, His
horse bolted, stumbled and fell. Dunn
had one of his legs broken and the horse
suffered a similar injury. The animal
IR e 1l 15- 1d_bugi

unn is the Vear-o! ler of the
First Royal Dublin Fusiliers, who was
wounded three times at the battle of Co-
lenso while sounding his orders. He was
one of the first across the Tugela after
sounding the order to advaunce.

When he returned to England to recu-
perate Queen Victoria Preoenﬁed him with
a silver mounted bugle. He was after-
ward sent back to South Africa at his
own request. He spent some time in
Netley hospital, where he was visited by
several mambers of royal family.

It Fitted In.

(Current Literature)
The late Father Petit was one of the
best known priests in the Milwaukes dio-
cese, It may well be said that he a
fine representative of the pioneer
With a wide experience and an -

ation of the humor of a sit

’ Mr. Astor’s Parismony.
!

ran
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‘many

| interesting stories h:m told of

On one occasion

a_game of baseball,
Nﬁ'{’tg‘ar P.e:u's sermon was on
and the of
ust

It was still light in the faubourgs,
but in the Rue Brise-Miche there were
no spreading boughs through which
the sun rays could pour a strong ef-
fulgence, which was to die out in rivu-
lets of light as evening advanced.

Enclosed between two immense
walls, black, filtny and dilapidated, a
current of light and fresh air was ai-
ways prevented, and in the damp,
cold days of winter an icy and pene-
trating fog obscured this kind of ob-
long tunnel with its miry street. In the
short February day gloom the yellow
blurs marking the fog at intervals
showed where the inhabitants were
crowded about a lamp or candle.

A woman groped her way from the
Rue du  Cloitre-Baint-Marry, and
through a species of elbow leading into
the Rue Taille-Pain, and so into the
profounder obscurity of Brise Miche
itself. She wes old and yellow, seared,
bleared and hairy, while the bundl: of
coarse clothing, clasped in her with-
ered but strongly muscled arms, repre-
sented a week of effort.

Even sewing with ten stitches to the
inch was growing too flne for Mere
Capuchat, and many a stitch was miss-
ing; but what of that, thers was the
river, and it was scarcely ceoldes than
her hut, while the swirl of th: waters
recalled the swish of her silken days,
when Mere Capuchat was heautiful.
There was no use attempting to pick
a way, for the street was equally di-
vided into muck holes and puddles; se
the woman walked straight AWAY.
“Mon Dieu!” murmured Mere Capu-
chat; “that which the mud stains the
water will wash, and, besides, what
should there be to harm?”

A man foliowed steadily, keeping in
her tracks, and one unusually bright
lamp glare fared over his featurss,
where the inn d'Ecrue recsived ths
thirsty and vicious, that is to say, all
the inhabitants of the quarter who
possessed a sou. Despite his battered
appearance, and because of the con-
trast between his wretched clothing
and the pailid refinement of his face,
it appeared that he who followed Mere
Capuchat was not a child of the pPeo-
ple, but a gentleman in bad case.

The house into which Mere Capuchat
entered was in harmony with the street,
It was a sweat shop whose yeilow fa-
cade, painted and patched a hundred
times over, bulged out threateningly,
as if about o give way at the middle
and precipitate a story or two into the
strest.  An electric arc lamp lghted
the entrance to this sweat factory,
once a fashionable residence, when the
sun and the wax candle signified day
and night to its inmates.

‘With the dominating aggressiveness
of its type the electrie light cleft a sol-
itary pathway thrcugh the mists, and
Just at the sharp edge of this lumincus
lane the man paused and watched the
woman as she deposited her garments.
The consumptive-appearing forewoman
dragged the bufidle apart and peered
closely at the rough seams.

‘She seemed displeased with the result
and spoke angrily to Mere Capuchat,
who answered querulously at first, but
soen adopted a sullen insistency as her
only weapon. Finally the forewoman
counted out a few battered coins of
copper, which the debilitated seam-
stress clutched, and as she came forth
the mar shrank further into the dark-
nhess, but he, none the less, heard the

t “Begone!” which followad the
' woman ugh the doorway.
He waited until she had

her and presently ve-
her tumbling shelter near the
 not far from the convent of

and

nificent! She js seated on that old
box, and the money slips through her
| gnarled fingers gnto the table.”

The sounds of two drunkards ap-
proaching caused the man at the win-
dow to withdraw rapidly, but as he
{ vanished into the Rue de Prince his
| eyes glistened with the water of emo-
| tion and his troubled heart released. a
sigh.

Now, it was a year after the de-
spondent walk through the Rue Brisc-
Miche that Aubrey Dupre gained ad-
mittance to the Salon, after ten years
of wearing shoes without stockings,
His picture was well hung, by mistake,
and the people insisted so strongly
upon its genlus that the critics were
sourly beginning to praise it.

An American millionaire, who felt
suffocated among the Innumerable can-
vases of Cupids, red-frocked peasants
and the usual number of framed stu-
pidities, forced his way through the
crowd before the picture. After he
glanced at the old hut, with the soli-
tary woman at the table, he did not
search wearily in his catalogue, but
pressed closer to the guard-rope,

“Eureka!” he exclaimed. *“This is a
picture, for it means something to me
—those worn hands, the despondent
head and the relaxed muscles wearied
with life's effort”

The money king offered the artist
50,000 france for the picture “that
meant something,” and then he
glanced around the wretched apart-
ment where he had found Aubrey Du-
pre. Tnen his face softened wonder-
fully.

“Ah,” said the man of power, “you
learned to paint that plcture in this
place. I am glad to have met you,"”
and he departed. But the artist, after
depositing his wealth, returned to his
lodging, and presently he thought of
the old woman who had lived the pie-
ture which had so stirred the Paris-
ians and brought to him 50,000 francs.

Agair it was foggy and wet, and
once nwore he struggled through the
Rué Brise-Miche and down to the hut
of Mere Capuchat. The candle was
burning, but it had only a few mo-
ments of life remaining to it, and the
woman was seated as he had left her
the year before. He tapped loudly on
the window glass, but she did not no-
tice, and then he rapped at the cracked
door, but all remained silent.

Finaily he pushed strongly at the
barrier and the iock tore out from the
rotten staplings, and Dupre entered.
As he touched the hand on the table,
wtere the fingers clutched a sole re-
mairing sou, he shuddered, for the
fiesh wus cold and shrunken; and as
he fell back the corpse dropped its
hand heavily upon the tabie, the ecan-
dle flickered and the light went out.

Her tombstone cost more than the
last ten years of her living, and on it
was cut: “By her debtor, Aubrey
Dupre.”

This inscription attracted attention,
for the artist’s name was well known,
and many asked:

“What could this §ld woman have
done for him?” and to such he an-
swered: “She lived.”

“Ah!” they replied, “and that is why
you gave her such a fine tombstone?”
And then the fine, lustrous eyes of the
painter would soften, as he answered:

“No, mon ami; that was because she

.

(Copyright, 1981, by W. R. Hearst.)
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Industrial Note.
¢Pittsburg Times.)
The governor of Georgia has made the

 THE PURSUIT OF HapPiNEss @ |

Becomes easier when you have cutfitted at our Summer Sale, g
BLUE FLAME OIL STOVES, GASOLINE STOVES, RE- :
FRIGERATORS, FREEZERS at 20 per cent discount.

BLUE AND GREEN ENAMELED WARE AT COST.

SCOTT-STREVELL HARDWARE CO.
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| @ paper from her bosom and held it
F%)P Pﬁ—' out to him, sayving:
R b[ L “Ensign Thorpe, the admiral bade me
S deliver to you your commission.”
He took the paper and dropped on T
his knees, seizing her hand and kissing

165 Main Street.
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g MARSHALL BROS.,
:

Yeliow Front Grocers.

i Headquarters for Al Kinds of Lunch Goods
§ FINEST FRESH FRUITS IN THE CITY.

Complete Line of Staple and Fancy Groceries

Telephone 446,
Our Specialties: Cheese and Lunch Goods.
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. Salt Lake City.

State School of Mines and the State Normal School.

The School of Arts and Sclences offers courses in:
1. General Science.

2. Liberal Arts,

The State School of Mines offers courses in:

1. Mining Engineering.

2. Electrical Engi

The State Normai School offers:

1. A Four Years’ Normal Course,

2. Advanced Normal Courses. .

3. Courses in Kindergarten Trajning.

in G 1 Sct
ing, Law, Medicine and Business.

New Buildings, Splendid
Fall term begins September 11th.

ete., will be sent free on application.

Sa ate oeg ool L 208 TN Ren SN
UNIVERSITY OF UTAH

The University of Utah includes the School of Arts and Sciences, the

A Preparatory School is also maintained which gives preparation for
» Liberal Arts, Mining and Electrical Engineer-

Equipment, Beautiful Site, Healthful Location.

The University Annual, which gives fuil information concerning courses,

D. R. ALLEN, Secretary.
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